RUPERT    BROOKE

poet if he'd lived!" She looked surprised. I simmered
down, and told her, rather jerkily, as the car bumped
along the road, what came into my mind as I focused
my eyes on the driver's back.

I had, I told her, first met Rupert in Green Street,
Cambridge; and last, just before he sailed for the
Dardanelles. . . .

"You're sure we can't take you on to Bath?" asked
the girl as we drew up on the outskirts of Frome. "Quite
certain, thank you," I said. "It's quite a pleasant walk
from here. Good-bye. I hope we shall meet again."
Off they went, but for a quarter of an hour I lingered.
I was looking for something which I did not find.

Near Frome is Mells. Years ago, when that tall, grand,
handsome, white-bearded old man Sir John Horner was
alive, I turned up there for a week-end with a picture.
I had picked it up in a "junk-shop" at Plymouth while
changing trains; it was a lovely Italian lake-scene by
Richard Wilson, and later on shown at the Tate Gallery
when they had a Wilson Memorial Exhibition. Conversa-
tion naturally turned to the subject of picking up master-
pieces, and Lady Horner told me that the late Sir Hugh Lane
had laid the foundations of his career by picking up a
blackened Romney in Frome. Returning thus, I thought
I would look around Frome to see if there were another
Romney. A shop, but not the old shop, with some pic-
tures I did find, and some of them were black enough, in
all conscience. There were some pudding-faced Georgian
portraits. But there was nothing I wanted to buy.
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